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One 


Author's Notes: 
| know | said (repeatedly) that | don't write "aw, cute" but once in a while my fictives demand it. So to keep 
them happy | just had to give them this. Don't worry - I'll get even with them. 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction - not real, never happened and never will. | mean no harm and only want to 


entertain. 
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We're sitting on the edge of the couch. l'm looking down at Rob's hand, resting ever so lightly on my thigh, 
silently wishing it would creep up just a little bit further. But no such luck because there it stays with Rob 
asking me a question about myself. Damn! He makes me jumpy. Shit. He makes me hot. However | did not want 
to be the cause of losing another bassist so contrary to my nature | don't speak. Can't afford to open my 
mouth. If | tell him what was really on my mind I'm sure he'd leave right now, probably throw a punch or two 


my way for good measure. 


Fuck. | gotta say something! He's looking at me, head cocked at an angle, all that gorgeous long silky hair 
caressing his shoulders, down his chest, almost to his waist. | should be more like Kirk - get on his lap and just 
start running my fingers through his mane. But Kirk can get away with shit like that cause he's so freaking 
pretty. And me? Ha - I'm just a short, Danish drummer who relies on his gift of gab to get by. And now even 
my so-called gift has deserted me. 


So we're back to the hand. 


Rob's thumb has begun to move in tiny circles on my thigh. He leans closer into me and asks softly "What 
does make Lars tick?" 


Holy fuck. Instant hard-on. He's so close | can feel his breathe on my face. Has his hand actually moved up my 
thigh or am | just imagining that it has? Oh man, I've lusted after Rob from the moment we were introduced. 
Watched him from the safety of my drum kit when we're on stage. The way he moves. The muscles in his 
legs - damn! - his entire body - he's so strong. 

Yep, his hand has inched closer to my cock. There's no way | can hide my obvious reaction to him. 


"Lars? Am | making you nervous?” 


Damn straight you are. He sounds so serious, so fucking sexy. I'm mesmerized by his hand. | can't stop staring 


at it. Go up a little further, please. Great. I'm pleading to a hand. Yeah, but look who it's attached to. 
"Hey," he whispers. "I need to know. Is this alright with you?" 

Alright? What, is he blind? 

| nod slowly. "Yeah," | manage to croak out. "Its alright" 

"Good. | was beginning to think you didn't like me." 


My head snaps up, catching him on his chin. Fuck! He's thrust backwards into the couch. His hand leaves my 
thigh. Great. Just great. Speechless and clumsy! And what the hell is he going to do now? 


Wait. He's smiling at me. Indulgently, | might add. 
‘Lars, you have a hard head. And quite a hard-on." He reaches out with his arms and draws me in close to 
him. I'm resting my head on his chest. Christ, he smells so good. Warm, musky and spicy. | think I'm gonna 


swoon. | can hear his heart beat. | wonder if it will sound any louder when he's naked. 


"You don't know how long I've been wanting to hold you like this," Rob murmurs. "I was afraid that you weren't 


interested." 


| can only clutch at his shirt. 
"Listen. | don't..." 


Here it comes, he doesn't want. Doesn't want me. Doesn't want to be in Metallica anymore. Doesn't even want 


to live in the same state. 


"want our first time to be a quickie on a couch. | would like to take you out to dinner, go back to my place, 


light a fire. You know, a date” 
A date?! Oh man. Forget about lust, l'm in love! 

‘Lars? Please speak to me. You gotta tell me what you thinking. 

Somehow | find my voice. "I think," | say slowly, “that Id rather not have sex on the couch either." 
"Have sex?" Rob's voice rumbled. "I was thinking more on the lines of making love 


And for the second time this evening my glibness deserted me - and that wasn't a problem at all. 


